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THE WEEK
By DANA

College Girl 1ms disavowed
THEHer love for low neck dresses.

The submarine dilemma veers?
From bullets to caresses.

A cow was sent by parcel post
We read it in the papers,

The Czar seems fond
Of Trebizond.

And stocks are cutting capers.

A cow was sent

A Jersey man smoked cigarettes'
A hundred years... or something;

And then, quite suddenly, he died
Which seems a very glum thing.

Spring poetry is selling low.
With scarcely any takers,

The price of pie
Is somewhat high,

And fortune dogs the baker?.

Spring poetry

The Mexican imbroglio
Is taking on proportions.

Carranza did a series of
Political contortions.

P. Villa has declined to come
To Texas for the shooting.

Sir Woodrow's star
Is back at par.

And Barnes is gently Rooting.

ILLURIA.

N m country Hint lui- - existed from
II.M'UIA unit jet, iiiiti singular to

state, It is not ret on I Mil upon any map. No

mention "f It liii" wr been iiiihIi' by iinyl'oily.

It Im- - net or lit'i'ii described In story or poem or
hl.-tor-y.

TliU - tin- - tli- -t tliiio tlmt It has ever been
named, iiinl jet llliirin - n real place. It Is

liy real people, those whom yon meet
ewry ilny and wonder nt and love timl hate and
feiir.

Wlmt I lllurhi? Well. It is a remarkable
place. It is the land win-r- .'ill tile people live
who limit understand i'mi'Ii oilier.

The Inhabitant of llliirin an- - nalurall) of nil
ages, fi'oiii the linv t;i li piirelits hltve
thought he crying lieenilse he llllil the colic
when In renllty he hud only a safety pin up
to the gray lmlrcil old mini who stf alone In the
shadow of the building and spends Ills time In

brooding over the piist.
Some iii'ople net or got to llliirin. Those are

the kind who drift upon tile surface of things,
who never lmve any moods mid whoso sentiments
nre written largely illni their sleeves; hut these
are In the minority.

When you lii'st pi o llliirin it seems ns though
If was tilled with strangers and of course you go

limit trying to explain who and what you are.
After a while It begins to dawn upon ynu that
they lmve nil come for that particular purpose
uinl then .miii st hack mid liecoine more reticent,
more composed. In other words, you begin to
e.Nect the llievltahle.

There Is one corner of llliirin where nobody
but are pcrmlltcd. They tell of all
the things that they really did ami of nil the
things Unit somebody else thought t hey did.

Then there Is another corner of llliirin where
there is iiolioily hut school leiieliei's. and a mighty
vile crowd It K It has always .seemed that If
Ihelr pupll eould mi' them now (and of course
Jots of their pupils are In llliirin) If those
; iplls could he lirmi'.'ht together nnd could toll
Jlie school teachers why they were misunderstood

well, they might lime to leave Illurln, beeuuse
there would ho no eciie then for their bolus
tlcre.

And then the mothers; There a corner
Jn-- 1 for them alnne. There they sit, wishing that
the linjf. the) are bringing up cmilil only know
thai the) were llliuinu-- : lull of course the boys
dmi't know, nlthoiiKh the ho,s arc minimis thoiii-telc-

Tluit Is the peeiillar thing alioiii the iicoplri
nno iive In lllinia. Soini'linw or otliei-the- lr Idea
uf the place Is that they cannot got together anil
i'Mdalu themsflM's to each other. That N one
of the iiiles,

Von inn-- l reiiicinlier thai when you jo there.
Jlo'i't l.c proltM'. Hon') atlempl to set jourself
r t:ln. .1 u i go In ami register your name and
e ijm ,oursii'

XLut is, us much as j uu can In lllurhi.

IN RHYME
BURNET.

The Bankers say the German mark
Is very hard to market.

The Colonel would forsake the Moo:o
Had he n place to park it.

The Diaz revolutionists
Arc listlessly revolting

The Upper Sets
Wear pantalettes.

And March In mildly moulting.

by Parcel Post.

Grand Opera seats are quite the thing
For bridge or euchre prizes.

The hyphenated citizen
Is wearing new disguises.

A Harvard sage declared that "damn !"
Was really very harmless;

It means no more
Than "What a bore!"

Ami Gardner says we're armless.

is selling low.

Sir Bryan wrote that he approved
Of Mr. Baker's order.

So now the Army may proceed
To pacify the border.

The Teutons won a bit of woods
And lost a bit of valley.

King George will eat
But little sweet,

And thus to our finale.

THE DEPARTURE.

W T A1.K1N: along nn unfrequented way one
VV pleasant ufteriioou I met Learning.

"Wliere are you going?" I said.
"I don't know." said Learning, "that Is the

iiuestlon which iroiihles me. To be candid with
Jolt. I hae coii(- - to the conclusion that I urn of
very llltle practical ist."

"I could have lold jou that loin: ngo If you had
asked nio." I said.

"Hut ono hates to give up one's Illusion. Here
I have lieoii from time immemorial hobnobbing
with philosophers and courted by many of tho
ablest men, timl you know now that 1 begin to
ronri.o n,y own Inefficiency: It s really patlieilc."

"It K pathetic." I replied. "1 remember the
time when con I used in look up to jou and
Ihluk you were neiessnry to an Intelligent hutiiiui
being."

Learning was evidently concerned.
"Aren't ) mi going too fnrV" she said. ' You

know I am necessary in a waj. If people only
realized It."

"Ves. n n a,i," I replied gently, hesitating to
speak that Iliml word which would i1Uk-- I tho
lust Illusion, and yet I felt t lint It must be done

"Hut are you?" I continued. "Tor example,
you probably think that you nro necessary to n
historian, nnd yet If one s to write a history nnd
have It really up to dale and ninko fascinating
reading, the Ulmi of rending that crips one, as
the hook reviewers say, would II not be h fatal
mistake to ioiisoi-- t wiih jou before one has writ-
ten sni'h a hook?

"Nobody does it now. ymi know. It isn't re-
garded as necessary to know anything about your
subject. In fact an Intimate knowledge of It Is
n liuiidicnp."

"lion't jou suppose I know that?" snld
Learning.

"And thoii take philosophy," I nlrt. "If ono
wore to write n book on philosophy which shall
be popular with tho masses one does not need to
know nnythlnt! about the history of philosophy.
All one need do Is to use u lot of high sounding
words which mean nothing. So you see "

"Pon't no through the rest ii' the ciMlilou'llO,
please:" exchiliiied l.earnlnc. "The truth s that
It wnh a mistake for me eor to lme existed, I
ronlli-.- this more and more every day. I'coplo
were a crent deal happier before I onmr."

"Thnt Is true," I replied, "and yet permit me
tn )irnlse you hlt'hly for one thine I reallv hiixe
nn intenso admiration for j mi,"

l.oarnlnc elevated her classic oyt'hrov,
"For what, pray':" she asked,
"Hecauso," I replied, "you recognize this cieal

truth. SecltiL' that people are s, much happier
without jou, ymi tire u'cadually Icnvlns us. Isn't
thai soV"

"I'orfoetly so," said I.enrnlnL', wllh tho air of
a mnriyr. She held out her hand.

"And jel," he said, "there Is one consolation
not denied to me. Alilimtu'li I am uoiuj: I lnie
the Mitlsfactlon of kuowliu; that ihero are more
books publlsheil In my uilliie H11111 eer before."

"And do you menu to sny thnt you hnveu't I n
of tiny service In uettlna them upv

l.eiirnlnc smiled n she picpnred Hi depnri.
"Well, no," she replied. "Voll see, 1 ii my

reul work lont: iiko nml iheic hnsii'i n any- -

Ihlnir now frnm me for so Imm thin I siniplj cnii't
go nn Imposlni; on iho people, riood bj,"
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HUMANS
BY THREE MEMBERS OF THE RACE

Illustrations by a Fourth

TERPSICHORE
By DON

I Terpsichore; Voll lire the queen of

klcker.i. nnd nil the world N thine!
Terpsichore; Terpsichore'. Skirts somewhat

siilekorj are danclii!; wliere we dine!
'I'erpslehore'. Terpsichore I Cents ofleti Ibplory

help these skirts to shine I '
Terpsichore! Terpsichore: t'ookery and chic-o- r

cabarets and wine :

Terpsichore ! Terpsichore! Solid dames or
sllckery osny that mime of thine!

Terpsichore! Terpsichore! Crunil'iliids stiff
sis hickory d.uce knots out of Hie spine.

Terpslcbote! Terpsichore! Voiini: 'nils full of
trickery, see 'em ellim nml I wine!

'I'erpslchore: Terpsichore! Your iliitteriui:
feel, nnd dicker) , are quicker feet tliuii mine:

Terpsichore!
Terpsichore ! You nre the queen of klckery,

and nil the wotld N thine!

Wo were a sober people, estlnn with the air
of n Hrookljn lmrlsh steepb In nil mniophere

Later wc took to it.
Till all the universe

of pnijc.', (Mir qulil.esi sep of pleasure was
lit- - staid und proper diuno of a who c

his leisure lo waittin.' with his mints. Till ou
enme iinmm: u treasure: with jmir nauuhty
Utile clniice, and )ou iiicUenei up the measiiie,
and wo saw )ou hop und pruiice.

v

At first we frowned sedately, conileinniii'- -' of
the liiiblt : we sniil It wasn't state!) - It was lil.e
it -- lil.ly rnbbll ! but later we took in it. till :.ll
the uuhci'se s otii to kain:aroo it, frim the cradle
to the hearse.

t'hiittorboxe.s oliltpy are swenrint: by ou,
Terpy, as well as all I lie hiuhbrnws.

Kather older Indies are .lumping now like
Iliules, from their sundrls tn their ejclnows.

Very proper preachers )i;io nirned to tan'o
teachers In the basements ! their churches.

NAMES.

It n pll) Hint we cannot , ,mieISN'T If we happen In lie born ni-- l

anions '"unil oihers our p.iieiils are th.u-oiihl- y

llicompeteiit nnd alwiljs i. the
name that we carrj Ihroiiah life. Sometimes
we lmve to live up to It and sometimes we lmve
to Iho down to It.

We are siipi ;ii to be free and Independent.
There nuuht to be u department In Washington
which Would Klvo the tieople the privilege of
naming themselves when they had nrrhed nt
jenrs of discretion, There Is no reason why
)oung people should not be numbered the wa)
they number telephones, until the) lime decided
what they wauled to be called.

At one time everybody was called Porothy.
There wa a crop of IMrothjs larger than the
wheat crop. It Isn't fair to naine u human
being when you don't know what he or she Is
going to i.iok like, whether they are g dug to be
tblu or tlibk, fall or .short, A baby that only
weighs four nnd three-quart- pounds und has
blue eye, mid whom yen Ihlul' you ,ir. por- -

forth safe In naming Maud, may grow up to
be as largo ns the fnl lady In (he ,'i,'iu. it
Is the coin.' wii) with Archibalds Mow niauj

I Archibalds, nt forty, weigh L'fin pounds';
When .Mill Irani to ride a lilc.vele jou ulwnvs

run Into the object that you nre tr.vlng to nvold.
That Is precisely the way It Is with a name.

A girl who starts out early hi life to live up
to Kllnnr probably never reaches further than
.Mar) Aim, and think of tho .lacks who have
I it misplaced!

HEADS.

the bends In a mixed audience ofWATCH ami women who nre listening lo a
fairly Inieresiing speaker. You will
that the heads of most of tin. nieu are

qilllo silll and Ihal the heads or iim- -l of iho
woiueii are moling, s,,iae of iheni bnhlilng n l t ,

some of l hem snii)ini: ami nuiio of liiein coming
to.eihor al lulcnals to whisper. You will also
illscnor Ihal tho M their n 'cl.s ral-- e their
hands to pat their hair ami .naie their wrapsoor ihelr shoulders.

These women'-- ' heads ale es wj Iheiu- -
sehes In lernis of lad. of it rat hut The nunare eoucctitratcd. Tho wouiuu uru uiiiyiaxn
tinted.

MARQUIS.

In the .Museum, n inuininy It Ih Htitncsi's. the
rummy! queers. Jerks nnd lurches'.

In the Zoo tlm Mdemii monkeys tiro trotting
with their bunkles underneath Ihelr porches.

And our morals and our mnnnors nro ronlly
uiowIul' better nt leust the papers sny so slnco
we'e kicked nwny the fetter.

And It's curing all our curses, from the pigeon
toes, to letter.

It will cure )our old discuses. It will drhe uway
)oiir caie.

It uhcs unto the bald man's bend another crop
of hair. Melancholia, chlckenpov, appendicitis,
bolt- - will finish from )oiir mortal frame If you
illtellll thQ trots.

I had a friend named William Stubb, who'd
neer danced a step. And William's I her was on
strike; it lackiil all pride and pop. lie took to
dimclii fmicj step, and soon his llvcrwoko.
lie ate so much nml drunk so much It kept poor

;s out to Kangaroo it.

William broke. And tlll he hopped and still ho
dance,!, and still his liver crew, and William
St nbl Illplelel) lost the trick of feeling blue.
Ill llxer got so strong that It was better far than
new. The doctors came from miles around to beg
a prhnte iew.

i 'lie day nn uutonioblle hit poor Wlllium in Ids
pride. And nil of him except Ills liver guo one
cr. nnd died. Ills ller was so spry and strong
that li refused to die. The Coroner remarked on
ll. The doctors said: "M) eye I" .r.el'ore they
had i':e tuiicrn! of that poor dinning dull they
bud to take his Ihor out mid kill It with a club.

And 'Inn's what modern dinning did for m
friend William Stubb.

Terpsichore !

Terpsichore ! My little clinging vine!
We're conquered by )otir klckery, for all the

world Is thine!

LOCAL ITEMS.

(As thev wieht he. n the truth were told. )

iti:sNi: Mlli'll is isiiinu' Miss ,ii.Miss nil Main street wlli'le she eats
three p"or meals a da) nnd listens i a

drear) round of dull gos.Ip, niitellevcil li a ray
of genuine humor.

Everybody Is wondering how ,labe. Shlptoli s
going to pay for the new shingles on his shanty.

Mir unpopular, but necessary drug store has a
new consignment of adulterated caud), guaran-
teed to he unlit for the human stomach.

Mi Saturday night the Prints gnve tho most
uninteresting dance cut pulled off in this vicin-
ity.

I'on'l go to the amateur theatricals this week.
Nothing worse bus oor or ever will ho
perpetrated.

Mr. Snider bungled through an ojiorntlou on
our coininonplnoo Mayor this week. Tho Mayor
may pull through: If ho does, it will bo n mir-
acle. No loss, anyway.

i hie of our ndvertlomonts Is pnhl for, tho
poor old nihertlser being new to tho town, and
not knowing how to keep his money. The rest
ale deadheads.

The marriage of Miss Snillo Slmpklns anil
oillo ii'ranger took place on Thursday night. The
bridegroom has never boon nbio to make any-
thing more than n bare living. Tho brldn Is tho
homeliest girl wo over saw. They may struggto
along together for n few year hut wo doubt It.

THE SILENT SUFFRAGETTE.

SIM'NT suffragette was onro wnlklng alongA a quiet road, w hen she was met by n com-
mittee, Said the committee:

"We wish )oii to speak In tho town
hall

She shook her head silently ami passed on.
Soon she was met b) u friend:

"I wiiut .miii to spend the afternoon in my
liou-- e mid talk to soiue ieoplo who are iloilblful
about the plnco that woman should occupv In
Hie world's allnlrs."

guin she shook her head and passisl on,
I'. S. - This story is not continued, because

to the most advanced school of Met Inn
willing, ever) sior.x, a) the ver, start, should
Impress the reader as something thai might pus-slli- ly

happen. .Maybe we shall .succeed boiler
next time. Thank ymi, i

TALES OF A JEALOUS WIFE
VI I.- -In Which Harold Proves Himself to Be the

Humble Instrument of an All Wise Providence
By THOMAS L. MASSON.

PKASELY waH In many respeotH
HAItOIJ) chnrncter. Ho was nlmost

Invariably cheerful, rnroly losing hl
temper. A great many critical people thought
lilm superficial ; hut It often tnke n largo, quan-
tity of genuine ability to bo superficial In tho
right way. Ho often wore n casual air when
doing tho most unusual things, which was n
cause of constant astonishment to his wife. who.
although sho had lived with him for wvernl
years, did not even remotely understand him.
She wna always nuspoctlng him of doing things
which by no possibility could he do, nnd of over-

looking the most extraordinary things which hn
did do, waking tip to them at last with a sense
of utter mlftghing nnd amazement.

One evening, after they had been living In the
suburbs long enough to lmve been called upon
by the local clergymen and to owe the leading
butcher enough so that they felt easy In their
minds about accusing him of robbing thetn,
Hurold remarked :

"Oh, by the way, dear, I am getting up an In-

tellectual movement."
Myrtle gazed at him speechlessly for a moment.

The highest Intellectual point her husband lind
ever reached was a game of golf ho once playedI,' k

fe;y
Veluria Snaker Zip, author of "Mud

Pies on Parnassus."

with n writer of bct sellers who hailed from
Indianapolis.

"I don't understand you." he sputtered nt Inst.
"Every well regulated pi ace." said Harold,

"mut hne an Intellect mil movement once In so
often or if begin to lose pep. We have been
trying to break Into local society now for many
moons, but we are still nhout eight pons behind.
I know set oral Intellcctunl slurs In town nnd I

propne to get them to come out here ami bleat to
the nnthos. When the excitement lias faded you
can easily be elected president of the tvomnu's
club, while I resume my wonted station and bo
known hereafter as IIKlt HUSUANP."

"Are the intellectual stnrs you know male or
female';" stammered Myrtle.

"Until. Pld you ever hear of Zobonln Orchid
Melrose, author of 'The Illuo Slilu" She will
ioniv. Are you familiar with the writings of
Veltuia Snaker Zip. author of 'Mud lies on I'nr-iinssu-

She will be hero. f)o you know Crum-mcrto- n

Pump, whose 'Mudguards of Fate' has
passed into tho eighteenth edition? He will read
aloud from his own Impassioned works. This
phue will not hold us in six weeks."

"Where did you meet these women?"
Harold pnued while he flicked, or flecked

tuke your choice, gentle render), the ashes from
Ids cigarette.

"The) nre not women," he replied, "they nre
inieile' iunls. There is no bruin to m. jou know,
i'lii v came Into ni life let's see I really can-
not remember when,"

It) ihK time Myrtle had worked up a state of
eclteuicni that If she had been a mom;' car it
would hate tnken her up tho side of the big
I') raiaiil nt libleli on hlul).

"You not or mid me of this lioforo." she said.
"This Is it lias--e scheme on your part lo get those
women out here. You me tired of mj Mieiet).
You el ave something new."

Harold spent several minute, in cunt lining her
of the emu rur) .

"For once believe in me." he said pathetlc.illv,
"You know Mrs. Aheivrosnblc 1'elier. vho le.pls
the social set here': Well. I met her hiib. ml
on the train und told him iibmu all tin now
Ininglst poets I know and how Zohonla am! I
were lending it new movement and lie said his
wife would bo crazy about ll ami lie liked hel-
lo keep In touch with new things, ns u belpisi
hlni In his business. So ho. drugged me over m
moot Ills wlte, und the whole matter is nrrntij-o- d

nnd she Is to hate nu Intellect mil afternoon and
I inn to bring the troupe out with me, Hero's
.tour Invitation In Mrs. ivimr's well known
hand.

"Never !"
In spite of nil lie could do Myrtle remained

Arm In her decision not to attend Hie "afternoon "
I pon the appointed day. therefore, Hurold wentoff alone to Mr. roller's, pleading for Mvrtle asudden hoadnche.

Zobonln find Veluria and rrummerton had beentransported from the station In tho tillage tnxl.Zobonln hnd on n spnnglod gown thnt would havecreated an Instant panic In an Inebriate astliim.olurla wore evening elothep. although the Minwatt yet high In tho heavens, explaining tlmt shehad put em on In n tit of absent minde.Ine.-s-.
t.runiniorton wore white spats nnd n black silksenrf the slro of n portiere that tripped hint upevery time ho walked. The audience was a "ren-Mteeo- h

n0' Unvm mn,,r ,m' opening
"My friends." he snld. "the now movement inthought which litis boon Hiking pUco s vorvslgnlllcnnt. Hitherto our vital Ititelloctunl In-

terests have been superimposed upon our senseof being, which, however much we mat- - adum-lirnt- o

tho forces which hate been dotninnnt, Isnow compelling u to admit that Impressionism
as It was is no longer what It should bo."

"Charming!" muttered Mrs. Hillings Send

Wettlm, who had once met Henri Hergson and
had been living on the Income ever since.

Mrs. Potter, who was bucked up In u corner
funning herself, was making no remarks. The
responsibility of tho intellectual destinies of
Hllghtvlllo was all on her portly shoulders aid
her cue was lo make no fahe stop until the runt
was over and the running lime umioiiuccil.

Mennwhllo Myrtle remained nt home hypnoM
I tilt herself Into an Itnmortnl ruge. What at tli i

had seemed llko n surprising aiheniiii" on in r
husband's part, with u certain element
suspicion In It, had now lo her overheated mind
assumed nil of the proportions of ,i gigantic plot.

Harold when living In the city had, euilretv
without her knowledge, continued to meet two
unknown women. Heconilng tired of hi- - lonely
suburban life his weak, pliable nature had cei ..

J''
Throwing out her boarding irons, she

grappled him by the collar.
under their secret If somewhat distant Inllnem
I'tillke the protcrhhil moth, Imwevi r. he h i,
uiiimiged to get the llllllle to come to hint

As for the solltnrj male author. Mr. friMiun
ton I'lltup, be was mil) a blind, u dcio). He h
li'S'ii brought out to give color to the wholeulYnl'
which nt bottom tvus mil) a rue on her m s
part to scorn her lute in fat or of two dark hor.si -

Myrtle isuidered and r instructed mid dwt
upon and Imagined nnd built up and refashlon.il
the whole affair until she got her cue In wiih h
the word re-c- wiis the tibrailtig note, i e
suburban world tins naught m Mtrtlo. Wliuf
cured she for social place or ill nihlueil opine n
of mnti and woman kind! Her husband's I.e.'
was more than might else. Tin MniL'e tn plin k
lil ii from hi fate was m Mjrile all In a dii)
Work. Hlltlllg resulted to do the res i tv s
purely iiieclnniicnl like the nnitnl of the Pen .

syUnnla I. hulled.
Humid had concluded liK reiuari- - mi "I'.elng'

und was running oil' mi the mei'li- - oi' one
Zobonla's poems wiien Mjrile made in-- r grai-- '

entry.
Mr, poller .stojiped fanning. Mr. We'll

gasped and two oilier fat ubiiiban s.i, ,. ,!.,
clung to each other for uppori. as )l. rile ., o
Up uloiiu-ld- e of Hurold ami thrown t I

boni'dllig irons grappled him b the cllai ,

said:
"This is no place for .ton. These wornc

pointing to Zohoiiia und Velurlu "nre not
at all. They nre Just i rea lures

She turned to Mrs. IVlter nnd burst ! to ic
"My husband." she sobbed. "Is alw.i.ts d"i

something like this."
As for Mrs. IVlter, she w is i Mluieh ei i i

Zobonia Orchid Melrose, author ot
"The Blue Shin."

the occasion. She nisi, had her cue. I.eii
the sobhltii; Mjrtle Into iho nei n
v hispered :

"You r dear! I umlorsuml
husband somei lines io's Ha1 wax
l in'l fool menu liiii'lleciu.-l- I kno i

n way. 1 siispecled these erea'iu es ! .

laid e)es on them. The) are noi Hn '

I low jou must hate iiifi'v,i: I'.in i.
I will lake jou up. I am the tea
Hllglittillo society, strong eiimlgh lo d- i

llencefoi'tli tour po-lll- is as-'- d."
Thai eieiilng, al'lcr the ci eiiient hi

down and Znbonio ami Yiluiiu nml 'v a

had been transported bnol; to ihelr uniit.'
and Harold had been pur "s !'"rglten. la
.Mjrtle;

"Well, duiilng, tilt I tt tinted to mj
did It purely out of love lor ; mi i a '

were loueMiuie mid I tle'iuln I inl.l.'
tnken up by the reul leinb i's of mm li tj. I

wrong, forgive me!"
Myrtle's eye ipihered
"Ynu did gn me tn," she said "I ai nu

ghe a big reception nest month and Mr- - I

to reecho Willi me nild etor.tbodv '

got me in, lluro'd, but i'"i- - ine ; ..i i

Know how ynu did b. Id m'i c' i.'
"Neither do I." replied Haloid "I a

been without l.laiwilu ll iho hU'lll'le '

Of nil all Wl-- O -- Ill'U'. ball I'd". I'1' le "


